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Chats With the Editor 


Hidden by the Angels 


Right in the middle of Sabbath 
school the door opened and a very cross- 
looking woman came in waving a knife. 

“Where’s Wanda?” she demanded. 

The children were too frightened to an- 
swer. Winifred told me all about it. She 
lives just three houses away from me now, 
but she was in Indonesia attending Sabbath 
school when that horrible-looking woman 
came in. 

At last one of the teachers said, “Wanda 
isn’t in this division.” 

“I’m going to find her,” the angry woman 
shouted. “She said she’s going to be bap- 
tized, but no daughter of mine is ever going 
to be baptized in this church.” 

She stalked down the aisle, around at the 
front, then up the aisle on the other side, 
peering everywhere. Winifred was afraid 
she was going to hurt one of the children, 
she was so angry. 

Wanda was not to be found. The woman 
gave up and hurried to the adult division. 
Winifred’s mother told her later what 
happened there. It was the most amazing 
thing, and shows how carefully God looks 
after His children. 

Wanda and her best friend, Lila, lived in 
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a heathen village, but when they heard 
about the Sabbath school at the Adventist 
mission they decided to go. Their mothers 
weren’t pleased, but they didn’t stop them. 
Of course, at the Sabbath school Wanda 
and Lila heard about Jesus and His won- 
derful love, and it wasn’t long before a 
deep desire sprang up in their hearts to be 
baptized. 

The day for the baptism was set, and all 
the arrangements were made. Wanda and 
Lila were very happy. But when they told 
their mothers about it their mothers weren’t 
happy at all. Wanda’s mother actually 
threatened to kill her if she was baptized. 
What should the girls do? It was a tremen- 
dous decision, and they were only fifteen 
years old. Should they risk their lives to 
follow Jesus? 

Wanda knew what she was going to do, 
and Lila said the same. They were going 
to follow Jesus come what might. 

So on Sabbath morning they went to 
Sabbath school prepared for the service. 
And true to her word, Wanda’s mother 
came a few minutes later, prepared for 
what she intended to do. 

That’s why she walked into the chil- 
dren’s Sabbath school with the knife in her 
hand. But Wanda and Lila were in the 
adult division. There was no way to hide 
them. They were sitting on the front row. 

They saw the mother come in. They saw 
the huge knife in her hand, and they knew 
what it was for. Everyone sat perfectly 
still while the mother walked up and down 
the aisles, waving her weapon, searching 
for her daughter. They heard her shout, 
“Where is Wanda?” They saw her look 
right at the two girls. And they saw her 
leave. 

The two girls had been sitting in plain 
sight, but the mother had not seen them. 

Surely God sent His angels that day to 
protect those two girls who were willing 
to risk their lives because they loved Him. 

And you'll be happy to know that later 
on, when they saw the wonderful change 
that the Holy Spirit made in their daughters, 
both mothers accepted the fact that they 
were baptized and gave them no more 
trouble. 


Your friend, 


Nlbatene Waxwrel 























In this story is a special reason for giving mission offerings. 


See if you can find it! 





The PARABLE of the 
HERMIT and the KING 


By ERIC 


| peepee an old, old story that I love to 
to tell about a dirty old man who used to 
live in a dirty old house away up on the side 
of a hill in a country far away. He was 
called a hermit, because he didn’t like to be 
with people. He liked to live all by himself. 
He ate as little food as he could, so that he 
wouldn't have to work any more than he 
had to. He never swept his house, he never 
washed his clothes, and he never pulled the 
weeds from his garden. He just slept and 
slept, and sat and sat in the sunshine nearly 
all the time. 

Down in the valley there was a beautiful 
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city where the good king of the country 
lived, but the dirty old hermit was content 
to live all by himself, and only went to the 
city once in a while when it was necessary to 
sell a bundle of wood in order to buy some- 
thing to eat. 

One day the dirty old man was sitting in 
the sunshine among the weeds, when he 
heard a horse coming up the path toward 
his house. “Klop-i-ty-klop-ty-klop-ty-klop,” 

To page 19 


The king stood in the weeds by the dirty old house 
and gazed at the lovely mountains across the valley. 
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Feast in the 


WATERMELON PATCH 


By ALTA PETERSEN 


HE hot sun sent heat waves shimmering 

heavenward as six pair of eyes gazed 
across the watermelon patch southeast of 
Jim Galter’s seven-gabled house. Two pair 
of those eyes belonged to Jim Galter him- 
self, and his wife, Sade, who was sitting be- 
side him in the shade of the front porch. 

A smile touched Mr. Galter’s lips as he 
thought of all the money he would be jin- 
gling in his pockets soon, when he sold that 
bumper crop of sweetened water. Mrs. Gal- 
ter thought pleasantly of all the jars of 
watermelon pickles that would stand on the 
shelves in her cellar. It was a well-known 
fact that no one could make watermelon 
pickles like Sade Galter. 

“I suppose every boy in the countryside 
knows we have the biggest watermelon crop 
we've ever had,” Mr. Galter said. Sade 
sighed as she thought of the years gone by. 
No matter where they planted the melons 
on their 160 acres, someone was sure to find 
them and help himself. 

One year the thieves plugged every 
melon in the patch and three fourths of the 
crop rotted before it was ripe. 

Mr. Galter shook his graying head. “I’ve 
planted them right beside Highway 30 this 
year, where everyone can see them. And I’ve 
got a reason. I’m going to catch the rascals 
this year and teach them a lesson they'll 
never forget.” 

“How?” asked Sade. 

“I'm not saying. But they'll be sorry.” 


The other four pair of eyes gazing at the 
melons that hot day were much younger. 
And they were peeking out from a hiding 
place among the rows of corn in the field 
across the road. Four boys had been 
crouched there a long time till they felt like 
roasted ears, they were so hot. 

They had heard that the melons were 
nearly ripe. If they waited long enough, 
they were sure they would see someone 
plug one of those tempting, oblong jewels 
and find out if they really were ripe. They 
waited. Trickles of perspiration cruised 
down their foreheads. It was hot in that 
field! Yet they waited—and were rewarded. 

The owner of the patch stretched lei- 
surely and climbed the fence surrounding 
the melons. He walked to and fro among 
the vines, reaching down to thump a melon 
here and there. Then he paused. He reached 
into his pocket and four pair of eyes saw 
him bring out a jackknife. They saw him 
plug a large fruit, then flip the plug away 
with his thumb. He cut the melon from the 
vine and carried it—not to the house, but to 
the garbage dump. 

“Phoo!” one of the boys exclaimed, turn- 
ing away. “That means it will be another 
week before the melons are ripe.” 

“Ah, well, we can wait. We can wait,” 
gloated the short plump one. 

“But right now we'd better get moving,” 
said the tall skinny one. “There's a storm 
coming!” 
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And what a storm it proved to be! 

The wind uprooted stately trees and over- 
turned small buildings. Rain fell so thick 
that cars had to stop right where they were 
and pull off the highway to avoid accidents. 

When it was all over and the sun shone 
again, the watermelon patch looked like a 
huge emerald bed studded with jewels. Mr. 

Galter smiled. The great cottonwood, shat- 
ae tered by lightning and uprooted by the 
wind, had fallen six inches short of the new 
fence that bordered the melon patch. 

His wife came from the house and asked, 
“What's so funny? What are you grinning 
about?” 

“That rain came just in time.” Mr. Galter 
rubbed the palms of his hands in pleased 
satisfaction. “No boy in his right mind will 
walk into the patch and leave his prints in 
the mud to be traced by the county sheriff, 
and that low patch will be muddy for sev- 
eral days.” 

As Mr. Galter predicted, the boys didn’t 
come out the next night, even though the 
temperature dropped seventeen degrees. 
No, sir! There was a full moon in a cloud- 
less sky. They would have been easy targets 








for Mr. Galter’s buckshot. It was well 
known that Mr. Galter had a gun—and 
could use it if necessary. 

The boys waited. 

So did Mr. Galter. 

There were a few clouds in the sky on the 
second night after the storm. The shotgun 
lay in easy reach as Mr. Galter slept. 

Pleasantly satisfied, Mr. Galter walked 
through the patch the next morning and cut 
a few melons to sell to passing motorists. 
Suddenly he paused. “No! Sade! Sade! 
Come quick!” 

Sade climbed the fence as best she could 
and hurried to his side. “What's wrong?” 

“Look!” Mr. Galter’s finger pointed to a 
part of the patch that was completely bare 
of melons. 

“When?” he cried in puzzled anger. 
“When could anyone have been in this 
patch and I didn’t see or hear him? And I 
was sleeping right there on the lawn too!” 

Mrs. Galter ran a finger across her lips. 
“Well, Jim, it looks as if you have been out- 
smarted again. This patch is being watched, 
and if you ask me, I'd say it’s from Fred 
Beck’s cornfield.” To page 16 


There was a terrific roar, and the boys heard the swish of lead pellets passing over their heads. 
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In Two Parts 


COWBOY BILL 


By INEZ STORIE CARR 


Chapter 1: The Empty Cot 


Bit slipped out of the saddle, snatched 
the ten-gallon hat from his head, and 
hurled it at the ground. The hot desert wind 
tumbled his hair. His favorite mount, Eagle, 
stood close by with his head thrown high, 
nostrils wide, front feet planted firmly. 

There was no mistaking it—Bill’s Scotch- 
Irish blood was boiling. Three times he had 
cut out and driven the outlaw almost to the 
gates of the corral, only to have him gallop 
back toward the herd and on into the tim- 
ber. Some men would have thrown hat and 
gloves on the ranch-house porch and 
mopped their brow in the shade. Not so 
Bill. The more difficult a task, the more 
determined he became. Back into the saddle 
he climbed, to surprise a certain young steer 
with heaving sides, hiding in the bush a 
mile away. Not long later they both re- 
turned—the steer with a change of heart, 
Bill sitting straight as an Indian on his 
mount. 

“Did you get him, Bill,” stated rather 
than asked, a long, slim cowboy leaning 
against an upright of the bunkhouse porch. 
The weary cowhand dropped onto the 
weather-beaten flooring of the porch with- 
out answering. The understanding was mu- 
tual. “The boss wanted to see you as soon as 
you came in,” continued the voice of his 
pal. 

Bill sauntered up to the ranch house just 
as the husky six-foot rancher appeared at 
the door. 

“I've got a real job for you, Bill,” the 
owner said, looking kindly at the stocky 
young cowpuncher standing before him. 
“We are losing calves. Coyotes or big cats 
or wolves are preying on them, I reckon. I 
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want you to go over to the west front and 
check the herd and run a line fence.” 

“O.K., Mr. Noble, I'll do my best.” 

“I know you will. That is why I chose 
you,” complimented the older man. 

Bill and Mr. Noble usually spent some 
time talking the work over, but the urgency 
of saving the young calves from the prowl- 
ers cut the conversation short. 

The work to be done sounded simple, but 
Bill knew what it meant. If coyotes were 
preying on the newborn, there could be 
sickness among the herd. He would have to 
search many miles of sagebrush and cactus 
to find the sick animals. With a few uten- 
sils, provisions for two weeks, and a “So 
long, pal” from Slim, Bill set out for a lonely 
bunkhouse far off at the foot of the moun- 
tains. 

When long shadows the shape of cactus 
and sagebrush began to creep across the 
desert floor, Bill slipped from the saddle 
and built his fire. Soon the aroma of hot 
beans and fried potatoes drifted about on 
the air. He stretched out on the sand still 
warm from the day’s heat and gave himself 
up to dreams. 

A mantle of silence hovered over the des- 
ert. The tall saguaros reached mute arms 
toward heaven; an ugly cholla, its burrs 
softened by mellow moonlight, cast its 
stubby shadow at its own feet, while a mes- 
quite lightly sprinkled a replica of itself on 
the sand. Gentle breezes stole here and 
there on tiptoe. A deep, inquiring “hoo- 
hoo” startled the quiet and echoed from the 
dark mountain in the distance. A _long- 
eared jack rabbit loped past the dying em- 
bers of the campfire, stopped for an instant 














Slim flipped a dry match with his fingernail 





to twitch nostrils over strange scents, then 
melted into the night. A tumbleweed rolled 
idly by, caught by a sudden gust. 
A person cannot be out in the wilderness 
all alone as Bill was and not feel his need of 
God. As Bill gazed into the faces of the 
stars, something stirred within him. He 
longed to lay aside the cursing and swear- 
ing, the drinking and carousing of the 
| bunkhouse. A nameless longing that had 
e 2 been bothering him more and more of late, 
} welled up within him, and he tried unsuc- 
cessfully to satisfy it. 
He reviewed his rejection of the priest- 
hood. His father had always wanted him to 
be a Roman Catholic priest. It had been a 
great disappointment to father’s hopes 
when he confessed he could not and would 
not be a priest. Larry, his brother, was will- 
ing, but he was crippled. So there would be 
no priest from his father’s family, as there 
had been from his grandfather's family. His 
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. The light fell on an empty cot. Bill was gone! 


thoughts rambled on and on as he lay still 
and flat, gazing at the stars until sleep over- 
whelmed him. 

Before the sun had sent shafts of rosy 
light creeping along the desert floor, Eagle 
was already saddled and carrying Bill on his 
second day’s journey. By evening, horse and 
rider were at the isolated shelter that was to 
be their temporary home. 

Before dismounting, Bill took a long look 
at his surroundings. Nearby the sagebrush 
was green and brown and purple. In the 
distance, the land stretched away till earth 
and sky met. Above, wheeled buzzards. In 
the distance, on a rise of ground and sil- 
houetted against the sky, was a small, dark 
object. Bill guessed at once what it was and 
planned immediately to go to it. 

He quickly untied the household equip- 
ment from his horse and started off. A few 
miles of easy loping brought him to the 
badly bloated body of a dead cow. Beside it 
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stood a big-eyed dogie, calling piteously, 
but answered only by hungry wolf howls 
deep in the shadows. The story was an old 
one, quickly understood by men whose lives 
are wrapped up in the cattle country. 
Turning to the orphan, Bill said, “Little 
dogie, I guess you will be spending the 











THE WOODLAND CHOIR 


By LORETA PERRY 


The day was bright and sunny, 
The woods began to ring; 

The woodland choir in varied voice 
Of praise began to sing. 


The meadow lIark's soprano rang 
In tones so clear and sweet; 
The squirrels joined with alto notes, 
While racing round my feet. 


The hum of distant beehives, 
The tenor part did make; 

The frogs the bass part added 
From homes out in the lake. 


The song they knew from memory, 
They've sung it o'er and o'er. 

Of thankfulness for all they have. 
We, too, should thank Him more. 





night with me, and I'll see what can be done 
in the morning about finding you a new 
ma. 

The next day was a hard one, and added 
to the grind was the hungry call of the little 
calf. Bill knew that in time he would find a 
nursemaid for his small charge, but a moth- 
erless, lonesome calf with an empty stom- 
ach has a persistent way of letting its wants 
be known. 
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The little animal tagged around behind 
the cowboy like a devoted puppy. Once as 
Bill was preparing his breakfast, in rising 
quickly from his squatting position by the 
campfire, his head collided with a hairy one. 
The hungry calf cut his loud baaa short in 
surprise as Bill thundered, “Keep quiet! 
you ungrateful beast, and be thankful you 
haven’t been eaten by coyotes.” He glanced 
toward the timber line and saw a number 
of buzzards landing on the desert floor like 
helicopters. He knew that death was not far 
off and the buzzards’ sharp eyes had spotted 
a feast. 

In the sprinkled shade of a greasewood 
Bill found what he was looking for—a 
mother for the little dogie. But the cow was 
in no mood to adopt a stranger. She had 
been trying for many hours to defend her 
newborn calf from wolves and was a bun- 
dle of fury. She rushed from the side of her 
dead calf and charged Eagle and his rider, 
but just as the cow was about to strike, Eagle 
reared, leaped to safety, then circled back, 
while Bill threw his lariat. The rope looped 
around the cow’s long, fierce horns, and as 
Eagle braced himself, the animal fell to her 
knees. The next moment, with wildly roll- 
ing eyes, she lay panting on the ground, 
tied and helpless. Bill was thrilled. He 
jumped on his horse, waved his hat in the 
air, and set off back to the cabin, singing 
loudly all the way. 

The calf ran toward him with long wel- 
coming bleats. The cowboy threw it over the 
saddle and headed back toward the animal 
he had left lying on the sand with its feet 
securely bound. But mother love is not built 
by such methods, and the cow bellowed and 
raged at the sight of the child she was sup- 
posed to adopt. Bill laughed as he watched 
the dogie, down on its knees, its little tail 
wiggling in delight, gulp the warm milk, 
while the helpless mother thundered all the 
evil things she would do if she could. 


Bill spent the next several days searching 
for other orphaned calves, as Mr. Noble had 
requested. While he worked, changes were 
taking place back at the ranch house. Two 
new hands were taken on, in view of the 
extra work that would have to be done dur- 
ing the fall roundup. 

“Who is this chap you all are talking 
about?” asked Pete, one of the newcomers. 

“Bill is a hot-headed Irishman with a fist 


To page 14 

















Famous American Flags—No. 4 


Raising the FLAG on 
SURIBACHI 


By EVERETT E. DUNCAN 


HE day was February 23, 1945. 

“We're going up there!” Lieutenant 
Schrier said to forty Marines as he pointed 
to the summit of a 554-foot volcano that 
the Japanese called Suribachi. 

Warily, doggedly, the Marines began the 
climb. It was an odd mission, it seemed to 





The Marines plant the American flag on Suribachi. 


most of them. They weren't going to fight. 
They were just going to raise a flag. A short 
time before, the flag had come ashore from 
one of the ships lying near the flaming little 
island. 

Associated Press Photographer Joe 
Rosenthal stood at the rail of a transport 
offshore. He noticed a dab of color slowly 
moving up Mount Suribachi. He borrowed 
binoculars and brought the Marines and the 
flag into focus. Sensing the situation, he 
hurriedly loaded his camera gear, hailed a 
boat to shore, and caught up with the men 
near the top. 

No one had remembered to bring a flag- 
pole. In the debris of a bombed fortifica- 
tion a long, thin piece of pipe was found. 
But how to get the pole to stay rooted 
against the brisk wind that whipped the 
summit presented a problem. Broken slabs 
of concrete from a demolished pillbox 
were thrown together. Six Marines were 
singled out for the actual flag raising. 

Crushed volcanic ash was scraped to- 
gether into a mound between the concrete 
slabs. Into this the six men stuck the flag- 
pole and briefly raised the flag. But Joe 
Rosenthal didn’t like the camera angle. He 
wanted more elevation. So the obliging 
Marines piled broken concrete higher and 
higher. When Rosenthal was ready and the 
camera was in focus, the six men “charged” 
the mound with the point of the flagpole. 
Rosenthal snapped the shutter, and the 
whole group went back down the mountain. 
There were three weeks more of heavy 


To page 15 
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Seven thousand swimmers will drown this year. Be sure you aren’t one of them! 


LIFESAVING METHODS... 
Then and Now 


ICHARD W. HUGHES 

has saved 51,609 lives 
during the last forty years! 

He is chief of the largest 
task force of professional life- 
guards on one beach in the 
world. 

At Atlantic City, on a siz- 
zling Sunday, Chief Hughes 
has to look after 200,000 bathers. During 
the summer the figure soars to ten million. 

His patrol is as well disciplined as a 
crack Army platoon. Chief Hughes insists 
on the highest standards from his men, for 
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R. W. Hughes 


their skill spells life or death for a drowning 
swimmer. 

This superbly trained troop of lifeguards 
is a sharp contrast to the patrols of days 
gone by. 

During the mid-nineteenth century men 
swam in suits that stretched from their 
wrists to their ankles. The women wore a 
similar garment, plus floppy skirts modestly 
veiling their ankles. Owing to the weight of 
these wet woolen garments many people 
must have drowned. 

Policemen served as lifeguards. Later, local 
fishermen, using boats, took over. 








Then the railroads, seeking to increase 
passenger service, brought special trains to 
the beach. While the customers bathed, 
trainmen slipped into their bathing suits 
and snapped to attention as lifeguards. 

The trains brought such hordes that a vol- 
unteer corps was formed. The men received 
no pay, but passed the hat after each rescue. 
The victim, too, contributed, and every 
mustachioed lifeguard dreamed of rescu- 
ing a drowning millionaire and being suit- 
ably rewarded. 

To bring in a floundering swimmer, the 
lifeguard dragged with him a life preserver 
attached to a line that stretched from a 
large spool on the beach. 

When the lifeguards got the victim back 
to shore, the exhausted swimmer’s ordeal 
had merely begun. There were several meth- 
ods of resuscitation, all grueling. 


They draped the victim across a horse, 
like a sack of oats, and trotted the horse. Or 
they might stretch the swimmer on the sand 
and pound his bare feet with clubs. Perhaps 
the lifeguards put him “over a barrel” and 
rolled it back and forth. 

Today, the Atlantic City beach patrol 
uses the resuscitation method of Holgar 
Neilsen, a Danish swimming instructor. 
The sufferer is placed on the ground, face 
down, arms outstretched, elbows bent, and 
hands at his head. The operator kneels in 
front of the victim’s head and places his 
hands on the lower part of the shoulder 
blades (No. 1 in the picture). 

He presses for a count of two, grasps the 
victim’s elbows, and raises them ten inches. 
Another count of two. The procedure con- 
tinues about twelve times a minute until the 
person revives. To page 15 





Pictures on these pages show old and new ways to save drowning swimmers. The story explains both. 
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c WAS a lovely Sabbath day—but hot. Oh 
dear, but it was hot. It began to be hot 
early in the morning. My father got up 
early to fix breakfast so mother could have 
a few more winks of sleep. 

Lying there in bed, I could hear him 
moving quietly through the living room, 
parlor, and dining room, drawing the shades 
against the glaring sun. We had no lovely 
chrome and porcelain refrigerators to keep 
food crisp and cold. My father owned a 
store. Of course, it was closed on the blessed 
Sabbath. But since the house connected 
with the store, we kept our perishable foods 
in the cold recesses of the big store cooler 
and were luckier than most folks. We had 
cold milk and firm butter, and the beans we 
baked on Friday never got sour as they did 
for some folks in the terrific heat. 

My father had the two-seated carriage 
hitched and ready to go soon after breakfast, 
and we weren't late to church. But this day, 
my silly heart was rebellious. I saw my 
friends in the neighborhood heading for the 
Heekin Park pool, even while I was eating 
the fluffy rice my father had cooked. I 
crunched the brown sugar down into it, 
spitefully, and then poured cold cream all 
over it from a squat little pitcher. My 
thoughts weren’t on the meal. They hurled 
angrily at the ramparts of what I knew to 
be right, and good, and true. 

“Why,” I stormed inside, “need it be so 
wrong on such a scorching day, to take a dip 
in cool water? It was a matter of—of—of 
health,’ 1 thought, angrily, as I scooped up 
the last of the rice. 

“What's the matter, Janie?” My father 
looked at me suspiciously. I was glad he 
could not read my thoughts. 

“I'm so hot,’ I answered briefly. 

“It is, for all of us,” he told me reason- 
ably. “But here under our trees, in our big 
house it is better than in the tenements 
I’ve seen in New York and Chicago. Babies 
sicken and die in the heat of such places.” 

He stopped a moment and looked at me 
sharply. 

“Not many children have cold milk and 
ice for lemonade. Don’t forget that. Be 
thankful, my child.” 

I should have caught my vagrant thoughts 
and flung them out then, as father once im- 
paled a rattlesnake on a hayfork, and threw 
it writhing and twisting and trying to strike, 
to the neighbor's hogs. 

I should have, but I didn’t. I got sourer 
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Sabbath 


Afternoon @; 


: 


Rebellion 


By JANE CUNNINGHAM 


every minute. Over at the church the heat 
seemed to hang like a cloud. 

Sister Hawkins, though, very old, and 
wrinkled, actually wore her black taffeta 
coat. Old Brother Beard was in his shirt 
sleeves, but Brother Boyd wore a neat 
shiny alpaca coat. 

“I must see that daddy buys a cooler coat,” 
my mother told me as we hustled inside. 

There was no minister that day for the 
preaching service, so Brother Hinton read 
an article out of the Review. It was prob- 
ably a good one. Everybody listened, and 
there was a testimony meeting afterward. I 
didn’t get up and testify, though I usually 
did. Bonnie and Elizabeth both did—they 
were my friends, and I felt very ashamed of 
myself. But I was still hot, sweaty, and re- 
bellious. The heat seemed to shimmer. I 
thought of the oval pool at the park, and of 
dozens of children shouting and splashing 
in its cool water. My white ribbed stock- 
ings were hot. My shoes were hot. My dress 
stuck to my back. “Why do I have to be an 
Adventist?” 1 thought. “I can’t do anything. 
The others can eat hamburgers and hot 
dogs and wash them down with Coca-Cola, 
but no—not me. ‘Fruit is better, father 
would say. ‘Orangeade or lemonade is bet- 
ter, mother would say. “Those sandwiches 
aren't fit to eat, mother often told me. ed 
‘You don’t know what's in them, father 
often said. ‘Likely half pork. Protose is 
much better.’” 





? 


After dinner, some folks from the church 
came and asked me to go for a ride with 
them. Father and mother both looked 
askance, for the visitors weren’t what we 
called strict Adventists. They did lots of 
things we weren't allowed to do. My father 
told them he thought I'd better stay home. 

“Oh please, let her go!” the girls said. 

“It’s so hot, the ride will be cooling!” 

“We'll be back early!” 

Finally father allowed me to go. I will 
never forget that day. I can even remember 
the smells. There was the biting smell of 
dust, and the rancid smell of meat frying 
somewhere. There were the smells of sweat 
and of a squashed banana. I wasn’t happy. 
The air held a fearful something, as if dis- 
aster were about to strike. 

Suddenly, I saw Harriett and Cassie pull 
wrinkled bathing suits out from behind the 
seat, and laugh at me for the shocked ex- 
pression on my face. 

“Know where we're 


goin’?” Cassie 


laughed. “Betcha can’t guess!” 
I didn’t say a word. 


“To the river out past the Vending 
Bridge,” Harriett supplied. “We brought 
you a suit.” 

Suddenly it came over me how lovely 
and how precious it really was to be an Ad- 
ventist and how tawdry and silly to grudge 
the lovely Jesus the one day He asks of us. 
All of the reasons that had battered around 
in my foolish head that morning suddenly 
seemed silly. I was so glad for one thing 
mother had often told me. 

“There’s no sin in being tempted,” she 
would say. “And there’s no need of falling, 
either. You can have all the strength you 
need to keep from falling.” I remembered 
father quoting some text that started, “Now 
unto him that is able to keep you from 
falling, and to present you faultless 
“What was the rest? Never mind—that’s all 
I need,” I said to myself. 

It took me only a split second to think 
these things—and to remember too, to be 
sweet and polite even in the face of tempta- 
tion. 

“Oh, thank you,” I said politely, “but I 
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Suddenly Cassie and Harriett pulled wrinkled bathing suits out from behind the seat and laughed. 
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really couldn’t. It's Sabbath—and 
ther 

“He'd never know,” Harriett told me. 
“That's why we decided to come here, so no 
one could see us cooling ourselves off, and 
trot off and tattle.” 

I looked up at the sky, a lovely blue, and 
thought that beyond the blue, in a place 
bright as the morning and fair as the day, 
God would see one. 

“I really couldn't,’ I answered, my face 
red with embarrassment and determina- 
tion. 

“Well, you just sit in the car if you want 
to. We're going,” Cassie retorted. 


fa- 











CHANGE OF HEART 


By JOAN ROBINSON 


thought how happy | would be 
When there would be no school. 
could loaf and sleep and play 
And swim down at the pool. 


wouldn't have to worry 

About a hard exam. 

wouldn't have to call all 

My teachers, "sir" and "ma'am." 


But now that school is over 
I find it's pretty blue. 
Although | loaf and play all day, 
That can be boring too. 


I miss my teachers and my friends, 
And | will be so glad 

To hear the school bell ring again, 
For school's really not bad! 








I never saw a more terrible storm than 
the one that came up while Harriett and 
Cassie were shouting and paddling about 
in the water under the old iron bridge. 
They were angry with me at first and let it 
be known that I was a spoilsport, and they 
would never try to give me a good time 
again, ever. I felt bad, but someway I real- 
ized all of a sudden the privilege it was to 
be born into a family that really wants to 
do the right thing by the Lord, and who 
take pleasure in doing it. 
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I had lain down on the back seat when I 
heard the girls coming slap-slap, in wet 
clothes and barefoot. I opened my eyes in 
alarm. It was so dark the whole air seemed 
charged with danger. Lightning played a 
rig-a-jig around the sky, and the thunder 
rolled incessantly. 

“There’s wind in those clouds,” Harriett’s 
brother said, worriedly turning the car out, 


and heading across the bridge. “Hope “@ 


can make it over this hill before it begins 
to blow.” 

We finally had to stop and wait for the 
storm to slacken. “I feel real mean,” Cassie 
said once, looking sidewise at me. “I guess 
we hadn't ought to have gone swimming. I 
guess you could say it was seeking your 
own pleasure, couldn’t you?” 

The tension lifted a little with that. I felt 
I could say something without sounding 
preachy. 

“I think it is,” I said. 

“We could stand one day a week, doin’ 
what God says,” Harriett conceded. 

The girls got dressed after a fashion in 
the back seat, and by the time we were 
home we all felt better. 

I had to run for the house in a regular 
downpour. Oh, but our living room looked 
pretty. The couch, with its bright chintz 
cover, the organ, the big easy chairs, father 
in one, with his feet on a big hassock. I 
could hear mother in the kitchen, rattling 
around, fixing lemonade. 

“It cooled off,’ dear father said, his kind 
blue eyes on my face. 

I was glad, oh, so glad, that I could face 
those eyes. 

“Yes, it did,” I smiled. “It’s a good rain 
for your garden”—and for my soul, too, I 
thought. 





Cowboy Bill 
From page 8 


like a mustang’s hoof, and if you want to 
know how it feels, just start something 
when he is around. The boss is sending me 
out in the morning to see how he is getting 
along,” remarked Slim, lazily stretching 
himself the full length of his bunk. 

“Give us a story, Jim, and then we will all 
turn in,” came a call from the other end of 
the bunkhouse. Jim was the oldest of the 
cowboys. He was seared and stiffened from 
many a breath-taking contact with outlaws, 
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and a long line down his arm gave proof to 
the mountain lion story he loved to tell. 
The old cowpuncher shifted his weight into 
an easy position, and his face lighted with 
reflections from fires of long ago. The door 
of the bunkhouse stood wide open. Night 
breezes drifted in, carrying the sounds of 
unshod hoofs in the corral. The stars 
jeweled the blue dome of the prairie, and 
the mantle of mystery that drapes the night 
closed down as Jim began his story. 

The story ended, Slim himself broke the 
silence that followed. “I'll be on my way to 
see what has happened to Bill before you 
boys turn over for your second sleep in the 
morning. So if you don’t want a boot fired 
at you, keep quiet while I sleep.” 

Before the first shafts of sunlight had 
crept along the desert, Slim was loping 
along steadily at a pace he hoped his horse 
could hold without much rest. He was un- 
easy about Bill, and did not want to lose any 
time. Somehow he felt that Bill was in trou- 
ble and needed help. 

Streaks of gold and purple were marking 
the close of the first day as Slim came ud 
out of Wildcat Canyon. He pulled the sad- 
dle from the hot back of Midnight and care- 
fully wiped the moist hair. 

He arrived at Bill’s lone ranch house next 
morning in the eerie light before day ar- 
rived. Carefully he opened the door, that he 
might not disturb the sleeper. With his 
fingernail he clipped a match into a flame. 
Its flare fell across an empty cot. Bill was 
gone. 

(To be finished next week) 





Raising the Flag on Suribachi 
From page 9 


fighting before this island would be wrested 
from the Japanese, and the men had to get 
to their battle stations. 

In the terrible fighting of the following 
days the handful of Marines forgot about 
the picture and the flag raising. Mr. Rosen- 
thal went about shooting patrols in action. 
Later he sent a batch of film back to Amer- 
ica for developing. Days later he received 
a message of congratulations from the New 
York office with a notation regarding “your 
great picture.” Enclosed was a bonus check 
for $500. Joe didn’t know which picture 


the office meant. But the world did, and al- 
ways will. 

For its size, lwo Jima became one of the 
bloodiest battlefields of the war—and of 
history. According to one report, 19,938 
Marines were killed or wounded, and 21,- 
000 Japanese died. More Americans were 
lost on Iwo than either side lost in the Bat- 
tle of Gettysburg. 

The famous picture taken by Joe Rosen- 
thal has been reproduced more often than 
any other photograph of our time. Replicas 
in marble and bronze range from images 
the size of your little finger to an incredible 
hundred-ton sculpture beside the Potomac 
River in Washington. In the years ahead 
this monument will continue to tell its epic 
story, lifting men’s hearts to visions of cour- 
age and glory. 

Only two of the six Marines who raised 
the flag are still alive. Three died in battle 
within a month and one died near home. 
All six shared a golden page in United 
States history when they raised the flag on 
Suribachi. 





Lifesaving Methods . . . Then and 
Now 


From page 11 


Patients have fascinating reactions. Some 
come out fighting, believing they are still 
thrashing about in the sea. Others relate 
odd last thoughts. The belief that a dying 
man sees his life flash before him isn’t true. 

Some, however, have guilty flashes of 
childhood events, such as when they hurt 
pets or stole cookies. Others hear sweet 
music and see glowing lights. 

Many are aware that artificial respiration 
is being applied even though they have no 
power to move or cry out. They lie in a 
helpless panic, praying that the operator 
will keep working. That is why Chief 
Hughes demands that artificial respiration 
be applied for a full hour. 

The experienced swimmer has a healthy 
respect for the power of the sea. He knows 
the mighty impact of swirling surf, the ir- 
resistible suction of backwash. 

This season, an estimated seven thou- 
sand American swimmers will lose their 
lives. Chief Hughes offers a few sugges- 
tions that may help save yours. 

“After you eat, don’t go into the water for 
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ninety minutes. If you are tired, postpone 
your swim for another day. Swimming 
safely takes plenty of energy. At no time 
should you dive from a friend’s shoulders. 
This kind of horseplay may be fun, but it’s 
deadly dangerous.” 

This expert in water safety further warns 
against attempting to help a swimmer who 
is in trouble. If you spot a faltering person, 
call the nearest lifeguard. Don’t swim out 
to the victim yourself. 

Don’t bask too long in the sun before 
you swim. If your body is too hot and the 
water too cold, you may be overcome by 
shock. 

When you are in the mood for a long, 
vigorous swim, don’t strike out for Liver- 
pool. Push beyond the rough surf and swim 
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WHEN | REMEMBER JESUS 
LOVES ME 


By GLADYS GATES 


How happy | can be each day 
And never fret at work or play, 
But do my share quite joyously 
When | remember Jesus loves me. 


Then doubt and fear cease to annoy 
For helping others is my joy; 

My heart goes singing all the while; 
God loves to see my happy smile. 

1 do what's right with zest and glee 
When | remember Jesus loves me. 
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parallel to shore. To pass rough surf, dive 
right into it. You will avoid the backwash, 
or downward suction, by hesitating several 
seconds before surfacing. 

If you find yourself in a current pulling 
you out to sea, don’t try to buck it. Swim 
to one side for fifteen feet, and yo ll prob- 
ably be out of it. When you wade, turn 
your hip to break the surf rather than let- 
ting it hit you front-on. 

The sea can be an enchanting friend that 
provides pleasure and relaxation the sum- 
mer through. But it can also be a treacher- 
ous enemy, if you don’t understand its 
caprices. 

Swim with caution, and you'll swim with 
pleasure—always. 
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Feast in the Watermelon Patch 
(From page 5) 





“Why, you don’t think e 

“No, not Fred. Boys. More than one or 
two. We were gone just about an hour and a 
half last night when we went for ice cream 
at the Perrins’. We left the lamp burning in 
the living room, so someone must have 
seen us go. You'll just have to oursmars @ 
them, that’s all.” 

It rained just a little that night. 

Saturday night was ideal, not too hot nor 
too cold. A waning moon mellowed the 
landscape. Huge, fluffy clouds drifted across 
the sky and when one came in front of the 
moon, the ground was dark—very dark— 
for several minutes. 

To the casual observer driving along the 
highway there was nothing unusual about 
the shadows that moved slowly up the 
weed-grown sidewalk that led to the ceme- 
tery. The grass along the road in front of the 
Jordans’ cornfield was waist high to a man 
and should have been cut long ago, which 
made it all the better for mischief-makers. 

“Ps-s-st!” a voice called. “Here comes an- 
other cloud and there are no cars in sight 
from the east.” 

“None from the west, either,” came a 
hoarse whisper from the other edge of the 
grass. 

“O.K.” said a voice somewhere in the 
middle. “As soon as that moon is gone we'll 
run for the Merle Haye monument. We 
can get down in the shadow beside it if a 
car comes. Ready? Go!” 

The monument was reached without any 
mishaps and a few seconds later—if some- 
one had been watching—he would have 
seen the figures of ten boys stealthily slip- 
ping from tombstone to tombstone to tree 
to tombstone until one by one all had 
crossed the burial grounds and disappeared 
into Fred Beck’s cornfield. 

Minutes passed while the boys carefully 
worked their way to the west fence and 
stood waiting for another cloud. 

The cloud came. They helped one an- 
other over to keep the fence from creaking. 
They lay low again, waiting for another 
cloud. Each selected the melon he wanted 
to take. Suddenly 

“What are you fellows doing in my melon 
patch?” A voice roared at them from some- 
where close at hand. 

One backward glance revealed the six- 
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Be sure you don’t have this kind of 


FIRECRACKER “FUN” 


By JOHN E. CROWDER 


HE Fourth of July was 

just two days away! For 
months Chuck and Rod 
had been saving their nick- 
els and dimes to buy fire- 
works. They had two Ro- 
man candles, eleven cherry 
bombs, about forty-five 
small firecrackers, and one 
very large firecracker. They 
could hardly wait for the 
day when they could set 
them off. 

Finally it arrived. Chuck 
woke up when Rod ex- 
ploded a cherry bomb. 
Soon the whole neighbor- 
hood was filled with noise. Somewhere, 
someplace, every minute, a firecracker of 
some sort was going off. 

Along about midmorning, Chuck and 
Rod's mother called them to come in from 
their playing and help her a little while. 
They pretended not to hear. They had a 
good excuse, they reasoned. If questioned, 
they could simply say that they had not 
heard the call because of the noise. 

“Hey, Rod,” Chuck called, “I bet you’re 
afraid to light a small firecracker and let it 
go off in your hand.” 

“I am not,” retorted Rod. “I'll do it, just 





watch.” Rod lighted a firecracker and held 
it while it went off. 

“How did it feel, Rod? Did it hurt?” 
asked Chuck and some of the other boys. 

“No, not a bit,” Rod replied. So the morn- 
ing went on, each boy trying this dangerous 
and foolish stunt. 

Morning was just about over. It was de- 
cided that Rod should light the large fire- 
cracker because he was the first to let a fire- 
cracker go off in his hand. 

Rod lighted one of the small firecrackers 
and, without realizing it, lighted the big 
firecracker too. 

You can probably guess the rest. Sud- 
denly there was a loud bang, and almost 
simultaneously, a loud scream and cry. 
When the smoke blew away, the boys 
looked with horror at Rod’s injured hand. 

Several weeks passed before Rod came 
home from the hospital. An even longer 
time passed before he was able to use his 
hand properly. All the cards and flowers 
sent to him by friends could not relieve the 
pain he suffered. 

Today Rod is married and has two boys 
and a little girl. He allows them to use fire- 
crackers on special occasions, but he has 
taught them to be careful. And you can be 
sure they are! One look at the scars on 
daddy's hand is all the reason they need. 








foot two-inch figure of Jim Galter standing 
upright only a few rods away and raising his 
trusty shotgun. There was a terrific roar as 
the old 4-10 fired its load of buckshot and 
powder. The boys heard the swish of dozens 
of lead pellets passing over their heads. 
No one gave any orders and no one 
stopped to worry about shadows. Ten boys 


cleared the fence and made a wild dash for 
the highway. 

It was difficult running through the long 
grasses but they dared not take the paving, as 
traffic had increased. 

They traveled faster as they crossed the 
cemetery parking lot and reached the old 
sidewalk again. 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Marie Fabriga, age 16. Mountain View College, 
College Heights, Malaybalay, Bukidnon, Philippine 
Islands. Piano, stamps, collecting poems and pressed 
flowers. 

Ross Ray Fabriga, Cebu City, Philippine Islands. 
Piano, cooking. 

Emma Harder, age 14. c/o East Visayan Acad- 
emy, P.O. Box 119, Cebu City, Philippine Islands. 
Piano, sketching dolls. 

Israel B. Pamintuan, 
Mission, Legaspi City, 
horses, ping-pong. 

Rebecca S. Barenguila, age 16. Casiguran, Sor- 
sogon, Philippine Islands. Collecting dried flowers, 
ping-pong. 

Jozef Wtodorski, age 16. Mystowice, UI. 28, 
Stycznia 3, Poland. Sports, music, post cards, swim- 
ming, stamps. 

Georgie Evans, age 15. 390650 52d Street, Lincoln 
6, Nebraska, U.S.A. Horses, swimming, skating, post 
cards, folders from States, foreign money. 

Vivian Bernard, age 13. R.R. 2, Box 12, Jamestown, 
Kentucky, U.S.A. Piano, reading, stamps. 

Viola Khan, age 14. 32 Mozang Road, Lahore, 
West Pakistan. Biking, post cards, reading. 


12. Southern Luzon 
Riding 


age 
Philippine Islands. 





Archie Maxwell Khan, age 16. 32 Mozang Road, 
Lahore, West Pakistan. Stamps, post cards, coins, 
biking, sports. 

Pamela Jones, age 11. 3735 Walnut Drive, Oxnard, 
California, U.S.A. Stamps, sewing. 

Antoinette Strachon, age 12. 84 Fairlight Road, 
Malvern, Natal, South Africa. Stamps, shells, reading, 
pets. 

Lois Jean Netherton, Route 2, Box 376, Springfield, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Reading, riding horses, collecting 
salt-and-pepper shakers. 

Mary Ellen Glover, age 15. Hebron, Maine, U.S.A. 
Riding horses, swimming, baseball, cooking. 


Ruth Glover, age 11. Hebron, Maine, U.S.A. Music, 
baseball, swimming, sewing. 


Georgia Trott, age 16. Hebron, Maine, 
Baseball, basketball, swimming, cooking. 


U.S.A. 


Rosemary Robinson, c/o Charles J. Clark, Route 3, 
Mansfield, Missouri, U.S.A. Sewing, drawing, swim- 
ming. 

Steve Boring, Route 4, Box 166B, Eugene, Oregon, 
U.S.A. Baseball, archery, swimming, stamps, rocks, 
airplane and car models, post cards. 

Barby Booth, age 11. P.O. Box 1326, Escondido, 
California, U.S.A. Reading, knitting, cooking, piano, 
goats. 








“Whew! I can’t go much farther,” gasped 
the one in the lead. 

“Me, neither,” panted one of the others. 
“I can almost feel his breath on my neck.” 

One of the boys at the tail of the line 
glanced back to where they had _ been. 
“Yeow! He’s right behind us, coming as 
fast as we are! Run, lazy legs!” 

Running did no good. Two of the boys 
felt powerful hands on their shoulders and 
heard Mr. Galter call to the others, “I’ve got 
you, boys. And I've still got the gun. Stop 
where you are.” 

When the boys had stopped and before 
they caught their breath again, Mr. Galter 
gave another command. The boys had ex- 
pected to be taken to the police station and 
fined, but that’s not what Mr. Galter said. 
The boys hesitated a moment, wondering 
whether they had heard him right. 

“You heard me,” Mr. Galter said. “Get 
back to that melon patch.” 

“But we ¥ 

“Get!” 

They got. 

After all of them had climbed the fence, 
Mr. Galter pulled out his jackknife, 
thumped a nearby melon, and split it in 
four pieces. 

He did the same to two more large ones, 
then squatted on his haunches, gun across 
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his lap, and commanded the boys, “Eat!” 

“Eat?” echoed ten voices. “You mean we 
can , 

“All you want.” In the moonlight the 
boys could see a smile on Mr. Galter’s face. 

So they obeyed his order. 

Mr. Galter quartered two more large mel- 
ons. And three more. 

“Wow!” Dale Asgive rubbed his tummy. 
“T couldn’t eat any more if I had to.” 

“Me neither,” sighed Bob Lowry. “One 
more bite and I'll burst.” 

Mr. Galter placed more melon before 
them. “Eat.” 

“No, thanks; not me.” Ted Winters shook 
his head and stood up as if to leave. 

A heavy hand fell on his shoulder. “I 
said, eat!” There was no smile now. 

No one kept track of the time the boys 
spent in the melon patch. But it was cer- 
tainly well past midnight when Mr. Galter 
packed ten very full, very miserable, young 
lads into his old black car and delivered 
them to their homes. 

No law officer called, to the relief of the 
boys. But there had to be some explanation 
for all the stomach-aches in the wee hours of 
the morning, and for all the moaning and 
groaning. 

Jim Galter leaned back from the table 
when he had finished breakfast and the 
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smile on his face made his wife suspect that 
something had been happening while she 
slept. He informed her that she had guessed 
right. 

When he had finished telling her all 
about it, she asked, “Do you think they will 
ever be back?” 

“No. Those lads will never rob anybody’s 
melon patch again. I aimed pretty high to 


Ye from hitting them, but their guilty 


consciences made them think I was shoot- 
ing right at their heads.” 

Mr. Galter was right. Those boys were 
cured for life! 





The Parable of the Hermit and 
the King 


From page 3 


and he looked, and it was the king riding his 
horse up the hill! He came closer! He tied 
his horse to a post, and walked toward the 
dirty old house. Then he stood there looking 
over the valley to the majestic mountains 
on the other side. “What a beautiful sight!” 
said the king. “Aren’t those mountains 
beautiful!” 

The dirty old man heard the king speak- 
ing and turned to look at the mountains, 
and the king saw him. “Friend hermit,” he 
said, “may I come again to look at these ma- 
jestic hills from your garden? The view 
from here is so grand it makes me feel like 
a better man.” 

The poor old man was so ashamed of his 
dirty old house and his dirty old garden, 
that he couldn’t speak, and he hung his 
head in shame. And while he sat there 
wondering what to do, the king went away. 

“But he will come again,” said the her- 
mit to himself. “I must get ready for him.” 
So he cleared away the weeds and swept the 
path to his house and repaired his old 
broken stool and placed it in front of his 
house and waited for the king to come back. 

One day he heard the horse coming up 
the hill again, “Klop-i-ty-klop-ty-klop-ty- 
klop.” And it was! It was the king! He came 
and sat on the stool and gazed and gazed 
over the valley to the beautiful, beautiful 
hills. 

“Thank you so much, friend hermit,” he 
said. “What a lovely view! May I stay a 
little longer? And may I please have a glass 
of water to drink?” 
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M NING WATCH 


LESSONS FROM THE OUT-OF-DOORS 


July 

3. Mal. 3:3 God’s purifying process 

4. Lam. 3:27 Bear burdens in your youth 

5. Ps. 104:14 God causeth the grass to grow 
6. Isa. 26:4 He is our protection 

7. ler. 8:7 Birds obey God, why doesn’t man? 
8. Prov. 6:6 Wisdom of God’s creatures 

9. Ps. 16-2 Is God your Rock? 








Poor old man! His cup was dirty and his 
bucket was empty, and his spring was 
muddy and overgrown with weeds. What 
could he do? In shame he ran to the spring 
to clean his cup, but when he got back the 
king had gone away. 

“But he will come again,” said the her- 
mit to himself. “He said he would, and I 
must get ready for him.” So he cleaned the 
spring and cleaned his cup. Then he put a 
table beside the stool in front of his house 
and brought fresh water in his bucket every 
day and kept it on the table, and waited for 
the king to come again. 

One day he heard the horse coming up 
the hill. “Klop-i-ty-klop-ty-klop-ty-klop.” 
And it was! It was the king! He came and 
sat on the stool and drank a cup of lovely 
cool water, then he gazed and gazed over 
the valley to the beautiful hills. 

“Thank you so much, friend hermit,” he 
said. “I just love to come here and enjoy this 
beautiful view. It was so good of you to 
have the water ready. I am so tired and 
hungry today, could I please have a little 
bread to eat?” 

Poor old man! He had nothing to eat but 
a few half-rotten grapes, and a dry crust or 
two of bread. He didn’t dare to offer them 
to the king. In shame he went into his 
house and wondered what he could do, and 
while he was there the king went away. 

“But he will come again,” said the her- 
mit to himself. “He said he would and I 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the third quarter: "The Path of Obedience" 


Il—The Law of God's Love 


(July 9) 


Memory VERSE: “Let us hear the conclusion 
of the whole matter: Fear God, and keep his 
commandments: for this is the whole duty of 
man” (Ecclesiastes 12:13). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read Psalm 19. Read also the story of the 
young man who wanted to have eternal life, in 
Matthew 19:16-22. Study the memory verse, and 
repeat it every day through the week. 


SUNDAY 
All the Universe Reveres God’s Law 


Open your Bible to Psalm 19. 


Can you imagine what confusion and misery 
and violence there would be if everyone did what 
he selfishly wanted to do instead of obeying the 
laws of the country? 

Would you enjoy playing a game 
there were no rules? 

Would your home be a happy one if mother 
and father made no rules? 

What sort of school would your school be with- 
out regulations? 

Law is essential wherever people live together. 
It protects and gives order. 

All God’s universe is governed by laws, from 
the mighty systems of planets and stars in the 
heavens to the tiniest organism seen through a 
microscope. 

In the psalm you read yesterday David sings 
the praise of God’s great law. Look through 
verses 7-10 and note the adjectives he uses to 
describe the law: perfect, sure, right, pure, clean, 
true, righteous. 

David did not think God’s laws were difficult. 
Read verse 10 and see how he described them. 
For further reading: Education, p. 99, par. 2. 

Tuink! Do you thank God for His law? 


Pray to live a life of obedience to God’s law. 
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in which 


MONDAY 
God’s Law Is Perfect and Eternal 


Open your Bible to Psalm 111. 


Did you ever hear of a country that had no 
congress or parliament for the making of laws? 
Of course not! Laws are being made by govern- 
ments all the time. Laws are being repealed all 
the time, too. The laws of earthly governments, 
however good, are all the time changing—but 
not the law of God’s kingdom. Read what is 
said about God’s commandments in verses 7 
and 

Yesterday you read that “the law of the Lord 
is perfect” (Ps. 19:7). It could not be better 
than it is, and another Bible writer says, “I 
know that, whatsoever God doeth, it shall be for 
ever: nothing can be put to it, nor any thing 
taken from it: and God doeth it, that men should 
fear before him” (Eccl. 3:14). 

How different from the laws man makes. Some- 
one once estimated that man has made more than 
32,000,000 laws to govern man. 

God made ten perfect laws that never change. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
par. 3 of chap. 25. 

TuInkK how wise our great Lawgiver is! 

Pray to accept His law as the law you love 
and live by. 


TUESDAY 
The Law a Looking Glass 


Open your Bible to James 1. 


“Go and look at your face in the mirror!” 

Have you ever had that said to you? Of course, 
many times. You go to the mirror, or looking 
glass, and survey your face till you find a dirty 
mark or smudge, and then you get a wet wash- 
cloth and wash off the dirty spot. 

We are told that the law is like a looking glass 








in this respect. 
verses 23-25. 
So the law of God is a mirror to us. We read 
it, think about it, and see where our characters 
need cleaning up. The mirror cannot make us 
clean; we have to get water and soap for that. 
So the law of God serves to show us our weak 
spots but it cannot cleanse from sin any more 
than a mirror can cleanse away dirt. It shows 
us what the sin is. Then we go to God and ask 
Him to forgive us. And because Jesus died in our 
place and shed His blood on the cross to meet the 
Qiu of the broken law, God does for- 


Read the words of James in 


ve us and cleanses us from our sin. This is 
yhat it means to be cleansed by the blood of 
Jesus. 


For further reading: Testimonies, vol. 4, p. 
59, par 1 


Tuink! Are you looking often into the looking 
glass of the law? 


Pray that you may not merely look into the 
law, but that you will go to Jesus for cleansing 
from the sins the law reveals to you. 


WEDNESDAY 
Our Duty to Keep God's Law 


Open your Bible to Matthew 19. 


When you buy something new—a new game 
or appliance—you read the rules carefully to 
know how to get the most out of it. 

So with the life our Creator has given us. We 
must learn the rules and keep the rules that will 
make our lives most productive. 

Solomon, writing especially to those starting 
out on life’s journey, tells us the rule of the 
road that will ensure a safe and happy journey 
if we follow it. Read or repeat the memory 
verse (Eccl. 12:13). 

One day a young man, blessed with goods 
and money, went to Jesus and asked Him what 
he should do in order to inherit eternal life. 
Read our Lord’s answer to this young man in 
verse 17. 

Unfortunately, this young man had not kept 
the law with all his heart. He loved his neighbor 
less than himself. Find the suggestion Jesus 





made to him, and also how the rich man took 
this suggestion, in verses 21 and 22. 

So we see that it is not enough to know the 
law. We must have the spirit of the law and 
must keep it from the heart. 

For further reading: 
p. 482, pars. 1, 2. 

Tutnk! Are you 
your heart? 

Pray to keep the commandments because you 
love God and your fellow man. 


THURSDAY 
How to Keep the Commandments 


Open your Bible to Hebrews 8. 


Sin, the Bible tells us, is “the transgression 
of the law” (1 John 3:4). And the result of sin, 
or as Paul puts it, “the wages of sin,” is death 
(Rom. 6:23). So all who hope for eternal life 
must keep the law, for the people John saw in 
vision enjoying eternal life were commandment- 
keeping people. But, for the selfish person the 
commandments are not easy to keep—they go 
against the natural inclinations. It is more natu- 
ral for us to put other interests before worshiping 
God, to be irreverent than to be reverent, to 
break the Sabbath than to keep it, to be dis- 
respectful and inconsiderate of others than to be 
just and kind. 

So we need something in us to make us keep 
the law of God, something we cannot have of 
ourselves. Jesus made us a wonderful promise 
to enable us to keep the law. Read this promise 
in verse 10. 

This is just another way of saying that God 
will fill our hearts with love for God and His 
law. Then with His law in our hearts it will 
become natural and delightful for us to keep 
God’s law. We shall say, as the psalmist did, “I 
delight to do thy will, O my God: yea, thy law 
is within my heart” (Ps. 40:8). 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 372, par. 2. 

Tuink! Is it important, in your thinking, to 
want to please Jesus? 

Pray to have God’s law in your heart. 


The Great Controversy, 


keeping the law of God in 
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FRIDAY 


1. What did David, in Psalm 19, Say about 
God’s law? 
2. Of what is it said that “they stand fast for- 


ever and ever”? (Ps. 111:7, 8.) 
3. Explain why James compares the law to 
a looking glass. (James 1:23-25.) 


4. What does the story of the rich young 
ruler teach us about keeping the law? (Wednes- 
day’s assignment.) 

5. Explain how God writes His law in our 
hearts. (Heb. 8:10; Ps. 40:8.) 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 

Story, vol. 2, pp. 153-158. 


Review the memory verse. 





The Parable of the Hermit and 
the King 


From page 19 


must get ready for him.” So he went into 
the forest and cut wood, and sold it in the 
city and bought corn meal and baked corn 
cakes every day. Then he watered his garden 
and weeded his turnips, and waited for the 
king to come again. 

And one day he heard the horse coming 
up the hill. “Klop-i-ty-klop-ty-klop-ty-klop.” 
And it was! It was the king! He came 
and sat on the stool and drank the water 
and ate some corn cakes and some tur- 
nips. “Thank you, thank you so much, friend 
hermit,’ he said. “Now I am all refreshed 
and I can sit here and watch the sun set on 
those beautiful mountains.” Then he said, 
“Friend hermit, I'd like to sleep here to- 
night so that I could see the sun rise in the 
morning.” 

Sleep here! Poor old man! He didn’t 
dare tell the king that he had no bed, and 
that he slept on some old bags on the floor. 
In shame he hung his head and went inside 
his house, wondering what he could do, and 
while he was there the king went away. 

“But he will come again!” said the hermit 
to himself. “He said he would, and I must 
get ready for him.” So he went into the for- 
est and cut some poles and made a bed 
Then he cut some more poles and made a 





veranda in front of his house. Then he sold 
some more wood and bought a mattress and 
a blanket. Then he noticed how dirty his 
house was, so he swept the floor and washed 
the windows. Then he noticed how dirty his 
clothes were, so he sold some more wood 
and bought new clothes. Every day he swept 
his house and weeded his garden and drew 
fresh water and baked corn cakes and 
bathed himself and dressed in his ne 

clothes and waited for the king to com 
again. 

One day he heard the horse coming 
up the hill. “Klop-i-ty-klop-ty-klop-ty-klop.” 
And it was! It was the king! The old 
hermit went to meet him. And the king came 
and sat on the stool and drank the water and 
ate the corn cakes and watched the sun set 
behind the beautiful mountains. And the 
king said, “Thank you so much, my friend. 
It has been so good of you to let me come 
and rest in your garden and refresh myself 
with your food and your water, and to sit 
here and look over the valley at those great 
tall strong mountains. God must be great to 

e able to make mountains like that, and 
He is so good to let us see them. It makes 
me want to be a better man and a better 
king.” 

Then the king slept on the new bed and 
stayed all night, and watched the sun rise in 
the morning. The old man was so happy, be- 
cause the king ate with him and talked with 
him and stayed with him. He was not 
ashamed any more, and he wasn’t lazy any 
more, and he wasn’t dirty, and people didn’t 
call him dirty old hermit any more. They 
called him “The friend of the king.” 

Now can you tell why we make special 
appeals for mission offerings? It is because 
our King Jesus is coming soon, and not 
only must we get ready but we must help 
others to get ready too. You'll do the very 
best you can, won't you? 
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An Invitation to 


MISSIONARY ADVENTURE 



































Two outstanding books with that magic-carpet ap- 
peal—guaranteed to delight readers of every age. 


GOING WITH GOD, by Yvonne Davy 


No author has ever told mission stories with more graphic appeal. 
In this book we view the fortunes of two young missionary appointees 
from the time they leave home until they arrive at their mission 
station. We live with them in their work, share their hopes and de- 
spairs, their joy in souls won from darkest African heathenism. This 
book engages high reader interest from the first sentence through the 


last page. 
Price $3.00 
MISSIONARY TO CALCUTTA, by Goldie Down 


Decidedly an informative, entertaining, and inspiring mission travel 
treatise. All the vivacity of wide-awake observation combines here 
with the charm of an uninhibited astonishment to make this a com- 
pelling narrative. In this book you will find delightfully subtle humor, 
pathos, tragedy. As never before you will feel the great need of 
India and see its beauty contrasted with its wretchedness. 

This volume reveals a facet of missionary life not found in other 


missionary recitals. 
er Price $3.75 


ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 


Church Missionary Secretary 
Book and Bible House 

aeeciticias Going With God @ $3.00 nccccccocmnsmcnnenee 
nwemmeissionary to Calcutta @ $3.75 —................ 








State Sales Tax Where Necessary . 
Postage G Insurance .. 
Total Enclosed .. 








Note: Add postage & insurance, 15c first book, 5c 
each additional book. 


Name 


Address 














BIBLE GAMES for Sabbath Afternoon 


A Famous Verse in Pictures 
By LEONARD MITCHELL 
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Each picture is a word. Write the name of the thing in the picture, then cross out any letters 
that are crossed out in the box, or add letters that are added in the box. When you are all through, 
you will have the famous verse found in Isaiah 40:8. 








Forty . . . or Seven? 
By IRENE R. TUBBS 


1. How many heads did the beast of Revelation 
have? Revelation 13:1. 

2. How many days and nights did the Flood last? 
Genesis 7:12. 

3. How many years did the children of Israel eat 
manna? Exodus 16:35. 

4. How many stars did Christ hold in His right 
hand? Revelation 1:16. 

5. How many ears of corn did Joseph see in his 
dream? Genesis 41:5. 

6. How old was Esau when he took a wife? Genesis 
26:34. 

7. How long was Christ tempted in the wilderness? 
Luke 4:2. 

8. How many cows did Pharaoh see in his dream? 
Genesis 41:18. 

. How old was Moses when he ran away from 
Egypt? Acts 7:13. 
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10. How many men conspired to put Paul to death? 
Acts 23:13. 


Bible Arithmetic 
By AMANDA SULZLE 


How many devils did Christ cast out of Mary 
Magdalene? (Luke 8:2) 

Add it to the number of verses given in 1 
Corinthians, chapter 13. 

Add how many years the woman was ill (Luke 
8:43) whom Christ’s garment touched, and 
who was healed. 

Add the words in Luke 12:2 that state there 
is nothing covered, that won’t be revealed. .......... 


ANSWERS 
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